called this exquisitely delicate attention, and in his
-fancied hesitation to make use of such intimate details
she saw only a desire to avoid doing hurt to her feelings.
Could he doubt but that everything of hers was his ?
That she herself was entirely his ?
"This heart which you have educated, whose feelings
and sensations you have refined, is all yours; I give it
you: do what you like with it. Have no more scruples
then in drawing from it. I should only be too happy to
think I had a part in your success. You write with
your own heart and with mine: that joins us more in-
dissolubly than all the conventions of society."
And now at last, in her new-found security, she dared
look back upon the past and recall her moments of
doubt; but these only moved her now to fresh expres-
sions of the love with which she was filled.
"You see/' she explained, "I'm sometimes afraid of
not being loved. As for myself, I love every bit of you,
I love you with all the tenderness of which a woman is
capable. My heart overflows with love; and I ask only
to lavish it all upon you."
In a moment, it seemed, her happiness had returned,
and the only regret her letters revealed now wras that
he was not there to share it with her. Eagerly she
recalled the past, the big arm-chair in her room; again
and again she reiterated her longing to see him. Just
five minutes with him! And what wouldn't she give to
be able to steal upon him one morning and Mss him
gently as he slept, so that his awakening should only
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